'On the Right Honourable 


b Lord Meyor of nj of London ; x aye 


Who departed this Life on Sunday the Seventeenth of March, 168: at his Manfion- 
Houſe at:Grocers-Hall. 


Oom for our Tears, for here are T houfands come,, 


See how the Pious Marble feems to weep, 
To Vent our Grief at his Commanding Tomb. 


As beinz Conſcious, whatloe're doth ſleep ? 


Sec how each Honeſt Blubber d Cheek doth wear 


The Sad Enamel of a Briny Tear! 
Ezch Sel arms 2 2123 Maurer inTits Cell, 
And ev'ry Togue becomes a Paſsing Bell ; 
Ey'n Heaven to lend more moiftureto our Eyes 
Ar his Remove, in Tears did Sympathiſe 
But @h! What MoralsGenius can Deviſe-. 

A Decent Floud for ſuch, a Sacrifice ? 

Hu Mighty worth muſt in our hearts be wric, _ 
For tisabove the reach of Head or Wit. 

Such was his Juſt and-Generous Behaviour, 
Got him the Peoples Lave and Princes favour. 
Worth, not Advancement, doth beget Eſteem; 
The EH, heſt Weathercock the Leaſt doth ſeem. 
To the King s hand he Ow'd his Great Renown, 
" Buc ill «be Merit of it to his Own. . 
Though like the Orbs commanding "IE afarz - 

He that Gur Pilot was, is now our Star : 
' Yerthough by many Spheres wa hence, 
-Governs this City ſtill by 

;; To Chaity the way he Nobly ted, 

"And Dy'd tolet us fee She was not dead ; | 
Burt ( what his: Bounty with the Higheſt Ranks "Þ 
*k was not Known till it could know, no Thanks ; 
"That E Pulf of Praiſe he card not for 

' The Benefaftor is Gods Creditor, 

« Mite KING the Glory of the Land, , 

Qur mighty Love Comman 
He Livd KING by mighty Gracioks LORD, 

' Our Peace, and Liberty, by bim Reſtor'd ; 

'Apd then with Joy Reſign'd his Vital Breathy 
And willingly Embrac'd the arms of Death, 


bn 


The much-loy'd Aſhes of a Mayer (o Good, 
Should be of Better worth, than Stone, or Wood ; 
And Boaſting, ſcems t0 Gy, = Nv will bo 
An Ererlaſtrug Monument to me. 

Angels no:w ſing to thee their Cryes Divine 


; And Joy in an applauſe ſo great as Thine, 


* Here Every Mourner cauſe hasto be Chief, . 
And need Gradation to ſo great. a grief 

Whilſt thy Great memory Lives with us, and ſhall 
With the World only, have a Funeral. 

What can I Further add ?- Herein a word 


Lyes tlie Comptroller of the Gown and Swerd. 


EPITAPH, 


Ompel me not to ſpeak aloud, 
Death would then Grow too too proud, 
At the Great Soul he bas ſubilu'd. 


Ask you ! Why ſo many a Tear 
Burſt s ftth! T le tell you in your Ear, 
Tisthe Orees Chapmans Duft lies here 


That it the eighty ounfe therefore, * 
Thankſefs Reeer guſe more X 
TR 4, Why thas Tears run 6 IG. 


Thorn Prinzd for Ka Te x Static | | 
- Hall, 16H 190, | 
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